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\malhm escaped heeo She swung romml |

Synopsis.—~0On a trip through
bresbdown of Ler nutomobile for
actreas, (0 spend the night ot the
Strangewgy. At dliner Louise di
an-Bating recluses,

LOBISE HAS A CURIOUS EXPERIENCE WITH THE BACH-
ELOR BROTHER AND SHE STARTS A LITTLE FLAME
BURNING IN THE SOUL OF ONE

{1 English Comberland country the
el Lonlse Maurel, a famous London
frm home of John and Stephen
geovers that the brothers are wom-

OHAPTER 11l
i
Leuiee awoke the next
EBed wtth n curious seuse of huoyant

expectancy. The sunshine was pouring [along the furrow, so nbsorbed In the

Smde the: room, beightening up its most
sember corpers. It luy ncross the quilt

<of her Bedl, and scemed to bring out the |

pexfamme of lnvender from the pillow
«am whieh her head reposed.

Altae, hearing her wistress  siir,
hastened at once to her bidside,

“R (s bhalf-past nloe, wedam, and
‘yomr breakfast 18 here. The old lm-
Wecibe #rom the kitchen has  Jus!
Dreught it up."

Lowise lovked approvingly at the

‘hreakfast teay, with the home-made
Bread and deep-yollow Dbutter, the
"Swowm eggs und clear honey,  The
immell af the coffee wos aromatie. She
Breathed a Hittle sigh of content.

“Eow dellcions everything loks!”
o excfaimed,

“Dhe . bome-made tlings nre well
aneugh ka thoir way, uhlom Aline
agread, “but 1 hove never Known o
! b wo strange and dikagreeshle,
“Tmat AL Jeonings, who culls Dimselr
e batler—lie I8 o persun ubspoike
wable a savige!”

Leufses eyes twinkled,

“X dom’t think they are fond of won-
em In thiz househol), Allpe”
mmarked.  “Tell e,
Charles ™

“Charfes tns gone o the nearest
Mackwanith's forge (o ot sanething
made Far the car, nuuling” Aline pes
iplied.  “We askod we (0 say that ho

have  you

was afrnid he would tot e ropdy 1o

wtart hefore inldday.”

*That docs not mitter” Lowlse de-
dfared, guzing econgerly out of the ense-
imment window. Immedintely below was
I ErRsE-Evewn orcliond whilel stretelsl
wpward, af o procipitous angle, toward
a belt af freshily plowed flold : hoyond, n
«a Wttle ehaln of rocky hills, sheer over-
‘head. The treeg were plok and white
with Blassom; the poinls lay nhont
mpom the ground like deifted snow-
Wakes, [lwe nod there yellow  Jone
qulls were growlng among the long
grass. A walt of perfimme stole intod
“the room through the window which
\#be had openaed,

“Fil wiy bath quickly, Aline," Lonise
sopdoead. “I ust go ont T wonl to see |
whether it s really as heautiful as it
Rooks.™

Aline dressoil her
jetice.,

mistrosd’ In sl-
Then, suddenly, o litle --.\'-’I.'l-l
vimward her mistress, and for onee Ilu-r:»?‘
was anialion o her faee, |

“Bur, wadan” she exelaimed, “1
vhave remwnhierod ! TRe nine Strange-
wey. Yesterdoy morning you read i)
ant while you took your coffee, You

Hpeke of the good fortune of some
‘Samaer n the north of England to

whom some relative in Austenlia had
et o areat fortune-hundreds and
“Whonsands of pounds, The pnme was
‘Rtowngewoey, the sume ns that, I re-
o tueesaber ilbl.'lllﬂ""

8Be painted once more to the family
“dree.  Lonise sut for o moment with
Tpartad s,

*Yom nare quite right, Allne, I re-
“mmtmmber it all perfectly now. 1 wonder
rwhether it could possibly be elther of
<hese two men?”

Allne shook her head doubtfully,

“t woild be unbellevable, madam,"”
e decided. "Could any sane human
-ewestures lve here, with no company
‘bt the sbeep and the cows, If they
ihad weney—money to llve In the
-eities, to buy plensures, to be happy?
Unbeliewnble, madnm !"

Louise renmined stunding before the
window. Bhe wns watching the blos
wa-iaden boughs of one of the apple
stenes Bending nnd swaying In the fresh
omerning breaze—watching the restless
cubadows which came and went upon

rthe grass benenth,

“*That Is just your polat of view,
LABee.” she murmured; “but happiness

you would not umderstand.
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higher up?
Magered there, absolutely bewil

o

«Sased by the rapld growth in her braln
aad senecs of what surely must be
weme pewly kindled faculty of appre-
«daflen. There wns a beauty In the

vaurld which she had not folt before,

e turned her head almost lazily at
e ssuad of a man's volce, A team of
stsaining ata plow, were com.

of the fleld, and by
to the luborer who

Jobn ' Btrangewaey,
as he eame Iato
riss Ko walked In

S —————

marning |

sl e |
Heen

ore her was
belt of plowed earth, the
gent odor of which was a
to her; a little way to the
rolling moorland, starred
of gorse; In front, acroms
on the other side of the gray'
M), the reck-strewn hills, The
msunlly blue 1t seemed to her,
all over with little mnsses
' White clouds—seomed somes
and nearer; or was she, per

step with the plownian by his side, bhut
withont uny of the luborer’s mechani-
ot plod—with a spring in his foot-
[steps, hudeed, polnting with his stlek

instruetions he wos giving that he was
::Illlll)ﬁl opposite the gate before he was
awnre of hor presence, He promptly
abundined his task and appronched her,

“Goond mornlng! You have slept
well®™ he called out,

“Better, T think, than ever hefore In
my life,” she answered, “Differently,
ut uny cute, And sueh nn gvakening !
He looked at her, u e puzzied, The
glow upon her face and the sunlight
upon her browan hale kept hlin silent.
He was content to look at her and won-
der.,

“Tell me," she demanded impetu-
ously, “Is thig a lttle corner of fairy-
land that you have found? Daoes the
Isun always shine ke this? Does the
eirth wlways smell ng sweetly, and ure
Your trees always In blossom?  Does
your wind slways tuste as if God had
| brenthed the elxie of Ufe Into 03
| e turned around to follow  the
|gweep of her eyos. Something of the
| sume glow seemed to rest for oomos
et upon hils fee,

It as good,” he sald, “to find whnt

r_l«-u love so much appreciated by sone-
one else”
They stond together In a sllonea fl- |
{mast curlonsly protracted. Then the
plowauiin passl genin with his teamn
af horses and Jolin called our some fns
deetions to hio, SBhe followed him |
down to earth,

T e, Meo Strapgewey,” She Ine
tdeed, “where are your farm hubld-
ings

"Come and T will ahow you," he an-
swored, opening the gate 1o let Loer
through. “Keep elose to the hedge un-
L we come to the eml of the plow;
and then—Unt no, 1 won't antieipate,
This way "

They resehed the end of the plowed
fleld und, possing through o gate,
mrned ubiruptly to the left nml hegan
to elimb o narrow path which borderad
the boundary wall, apd which hecame
Steeper every moment,  As they ns-
conded, the orchard nuod the long, low
House on the other side seenied to e
almist at thelr feet, The rond and the
apen moorland heyond, stretching to
the enelreling hills, enme more cloprly
Into slght with every hackwanrd glunee,
Loulse paused nt lust, breathless.

“Is It the home of the fulries you
e taking me to?" she asked, “If you
huve diseovered that, no wonder you
find us ordinary women outside your
lives "

He lnughed,

“Thete are no falrles where we are
golng,” he assured her,

They were on a roughly made road
now, which turned abruptly to the
right a few yards ahend, skirting the
slde of n deep gorge. They took a few
steps further, and Loulse stopped short
with n ery of wonder.

Around the abrupt corner an entirely
new perspectlve was revenled—n lttle
tmmilet bullt on a shoulder of the
mountain; and on the right, below a
steep desecent, a wide nnd sunny valley,
It wns like a tiny world of Its own,
hidden in the bosom of the hills, There
waa n long line of farm bulldings, hullt
of gray stone and roofed with red tiles;
there were fifteen or twenty stncks; n
qunint, whitewashed house of consid-
erable size, nlmost covered on the
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fhe tore out the spray
of apple blossom which she had thrust
Into the bosom of her gown, and placed
it reverently at the head of the little
For o moment her eyes
drooped and her lips moved—she her

and the lower hills on both sides, wete
parceled out into felds, inclosed within
stone walls, remindiog her from the
height at which they stood, of nothing
so much as the quilt upon her bod.

Her eyes swept this strange truct of
country backward and forward. She
saw the men like specks In the fAelds,
the cows grazing in the pasture like
toy animals, Then she turned nuod
lonked at the neat row of stacks and
the squure of farm bulldings.

“I am trylog hard to realize that
you are n farmer und that this Is
your life,* ghe sald.

He swung open the wooden gate of
the churchyard, by which they were
stunding. There was u row of graves
on either side of the prim path.
“Suppose,” he suggested, “you tell
me about yourself now-——about your
own life."”

“My life, and the world In which I
live, seem far away just mow," she
suld quletly. “I think that it {8 dolng
me good to have au rest from them.
Tulk to me about yourself, plense."
He smiled, He was just a little dis-
appointed,

"Wao shall very soon rench the end
of all that T have to tell you" he re-
marked,  “Still, If there Is anything
you would llke to know—"

“Who were these men and women
who have llved and died here? she
Interrupted, with a little wave of her
hand toward the graves

“All our own people,” he told her.
She  studied the names upon the
tumhstones, spelling them out slowly,

“The mareied people,”” he went on,
‘are burled on the south side; the
single ones and children are nearer
the wall, Tell me," he usked, after n
mament's hesitation, “are you married
nir .‘-ll!j.']!i?"

She gave a little start, The abrupt-
ness of the question, the keen, stead-
fust guze of his compelling eyes,
seemed far a moment to paralyze hoth
her nerves and hor yolee, Tt wns as if
someone hod suddenly drawn away one
of the gtones from the foundation of
her Hfe.  She found herself repeating
the words on the tombstone focing
her:

“And  of Ellznbeth, for sixty-one
yoirs the falthful wife and helpmate
of Ezra Commings, mother of hls chil-
deen, und his partoer in the life ever-
lusting.”

Her knees began to shnke, There
wag o mowentary darkness before her
eves,  She felt for the tombstone and
sut down,

CHAPTER IV,
The ehurchyard gate wns opened
and elosed nolslly, They buth glaneed
np. Stephen Strangewey was coming
slowly toward them along the flinty
path, Loulse, suddenly herself again,
rose hiriskly to her feet, Stephen had
Apparently logt none of his dourness
of the previous night, As he looked
townrd Loulse, there was no mistaking
the slow disllke In his steely cyos,
“Your chauffeur, madam, has just
returned,” he announced, “He sent
word that he will be ready to start at
one o'clock,”
Loulse, Insplred to battle by the al-
most provocative hostility of her elder
host, smiled sweetly upon him.
“You can’t Imagine how sorry T am
to hear it she safd. “I don't know
when, In the whole course of my life,
I have mel with such n delightful nd-
venture or spent such a perfect morn-
T
Stephen looked at her with level, dis-
approving eyes—at her slender form In
Its perfectly fitting tallored gown; at
her patent shoes, so obviously unsuit-
able for her surroundings, and at the
falnt vislon of sllk stockings.
“If T might say so without appear
ing Inhospitable,” he remarked, with
faint surcosm, “this would seem to be
the fitting moment for your departure.
A closer examination of our rough life
up here might alter your views, 1If I
do not have the pleasure of seelng you
ogoin, permit me. to wish you fare-
well."

most Curiously

hiliside,

wonder.
asked, clinglog for o moment to John
Strangewey's arm.
“Why not? You asked where the land
was that we tilled. Now look down.
Hold my arm If you feel glddy."

Bhe followed tho wave of his ash
stick. The valloy aheer below them,

They 8toed Tegether In a 8llence Al.
Protracted.

southward side with croepers; a row
of cottages, and a gray-walled Inclo-
sure—atrotching with its white tomb-
+ | wtonea to the very brink of tho descent
=In the midst of which was an anclent
chureh, In rulns at the farther end,
partly rebullt with the stomes of the

Loulse looked nround her, silent with
*It Isn't real, Is It she

He turned and walked awny, Louise
watched him with very real Interest,
“Do you know," sho suld to John,
“there Is something nbout your brother
n little llke the prophets in the Old
Testament, in the wny he sees only
one Issue and clings to It. Are you,
too, of his way of thinking?"

“Up to a certaln point, I belleve I
am," he confessed.

“Do you never feel cramped—In your
mind, I mean?—feel that you want to
push your way through the clouds
Into some other life?"

“I feel nearer the clouds here” he

answered almply.
They were leaving the churchyard
now, Bhe paused abruptly, pointing
to o single grave In a part of the
churchyard which seemed detached
from the reat,

“Whose grave Is that!" he Inquired,

He hesitated.

“It In the grave of a young girl,” he
told her quietly. “She wan the daugh-
ter of one of our shepherds, She went
Into service at Carlisle, and returned
here with n child. They are both
bu'l:xnr;lc:nre."

use of that her grave 15 o
from the others?" o (g

“Yes," he answored. “It i vory sel-
dom, I am gind to say, that anything
of the sort happens among us

For the second time that moring
Loulse wnz conaclous of an u
upheaval of emotlon. Bhe folt that the
sunshine had gone, that the whole
sweetness of the place had suddenly
passed awny, The charm of its simple
nusterity had perished,

“And I thought I had found para.
dinei™ she cried.

Bhe moved quickly from John
Btrangewey's side. Dofore he could
realise her Intention, she had st
aver the low dividing wall and was on
Bor knees by the side of the ninin, neg-

fected grave,

mound.

self scarcely knew whether It was in
prayer. Then she torned and came
slowly back to her companton.

Something hud gone, too, from his
charm, + S8he saw In him now nothing
but the coming dourness of his broth-
er, Her heart was still heavy. Bhe
shivered a lirtle, It was he st Iast
who spoke,

“Will you tell me, plense, what is the
matter with you, and why you placed
that sprig of apple blossom where you
diar

His tone woke her from her lethnrgy.
She was a little surprised at its
poignant, almost challenging note,

“Certainly,” she replied. *I placed
It there as a woman's protest ngalust
the injustice of that Isolation.”

“J deny that it Is unjust.”

8he turned around and waved her
hand toward the llttle gray building.
“The Bavlor to whom your church Is
dediented thought otherwiase," she re-
minded him. *“Do you play at being
lords paramount here over the souls
nnd bodles of your serfs?"

“You judge without knowledge of the
facts," he nssured her enlmly,
Louise's footsteps slackened,

“You men,” she sighed, “are all
alike! You judge only hy what hap-
peng,  You never look Inside. That 1=
why your justice {s so different from
n woman's, I do not wish to argue
with you; but what I so passionntely
nhjeet to Is the sweeping judgment you
make—the sheep on one slde nnd the
gouts on the other, That 18 how man
Judges: God looks further. Every case
Is different. The law by which one
should be judged mny be poor justice
for another,”

She glunced at him almost appeal-
Ingly, but there was no sizn of yleld-
Ing In his face.

“Laws," he reminded h.r'r. “aro mnde
for the benefit of the whole humnn
race,  Sometlmes an individunl mny
suffer for the benefit of others. That
is Inevitable”

“And so0 let the sublect pnss"” she
concluded ; "but It saddens me to think
that one of the great sorrows of the
world should be there like n monument
to spoll the wonder of this morning.
Now I nm golng to nsk you n questlon,
Are yon the John Strangewey who has
recontly had a fortune left to him%"
He nodded,

“You rend ahout It In the newspa-
pers, T suppose,” he sald. “Part of the
story Isn't true. It was stated that I
hnd never seen my Australian uncle,
but ns n matter of fuct, he has heen
over here three or four times, It was
he who paid for my education at Hap-
row and Oxford."

"What did your brother say to that?”
“He opposed it," John confessed,
*and he hated my uncle, He detests
(he thought of any one of us golng out
of gight of our own hills. My uncle
had the wander fevor."

“And yon?" she nsked suddenly.

“I have none of It," he asserted,

A very faint smile played about her
lips.

“Perhaps not before,”
mured; “but now?"

“Do you mean because I have In-
herlted the money? Why should I go
out llke a Don Quixote and search for
vague adventures?”

“Recause you are n man!" she an-
swered swiftly, “You have a braln and
a soul too big for your life here. You
eat and drink, and physieally you flour-
Iah, but part of you sleeps becnuse It
I8 shut away from the world of real
things. Don't you sometimes feel It
In your very heart that life, ns we were
meant to live It, ean only be lived
among your fellow men?”

He looked over his shoulder, at the
Iittle cluster of farm bulldings and cot-
tages, and the gray stone church.

"It seems to me," he declared simply,
“that the mun who tries to live more
than one life falls In both. There |8
a little cycle of life here, among our
thirty or forty souls, which revolves
around my brother and myself. A
pnsser-hy may glance upward from the
road at our lttle hamlet, nnd wonder
what can ever happen In such an out-
of-the-way corner. I think the answer
Is just what I have told you. T.ove and
marriage, birth and death happen.
These things make life,"

she mur-

merged In an immense Interest. Bhe
Inid her fingers lightly upon his arm,
“You spenk for your people” she
sald. “That is well. But you your
self?"
“I am one of them,"” he answered—
Ya necessary part of them."
“How you decelve yourself! The
time will come, before very long, when
you will come out Into the world; and
the sooner the better, I think, Mr, John
Btrongewey, or you will grow like your
brother here among your granite hills,"
He moved a little uneasily. All the
time she wns watching himn, It seemed
to her that she could read the thoughts
which were stireing In his brain,
“You would lke to say, woulin't
you,” she went on, “that this Is a use«
ful and nn upright life? 8o it may be,
but It Is not wide enough or great
enough, Some dny you will feel the
desire to climb. Promise me, will you,
that when you feel the Impulse you
won't use all that obstinate will power
of yours to etush it? You will
the hest part of yourself, If you do,
Yon will give It a chance? Promiwe”
She held out her hand with a little

own, and held it steadfastly,

“I will remember,” he promised,

Along (he narrow of road,
watched

AN UNUSUAL
LOVE STORY
i =

Her curlosity mow had become.

Impulsive gesture, Ie took it in his

mun—inside. It swung lnto the level
streteh beneath them, a fantasy of
gray and silver in the reflected sun-
shine,

Loulse had been leaning forward, her
head supported upon her hands, As
the enr slackened speed, she rose very
slowly to her feet,

“The charlot of delivernnce!™ she
murmured.

“It Is the prince of Seyre,” John re-
marked, gnzing down with a slight
frowz upon hizs forchead.

She modded. They hud started the
descent nnd she was walking in very
lelsurely fashion.

“The prince I8 n great friend of
mine” she sald, “I had promised to
spend lnst night, or, nt any rate, some
portlon of the evening, at Raynham
castle on my way to London."

Ile summoned up courage to ask her
the question which had been on his Hps
more than once,

"As your stay with us is so nearly
over, won't you abandon your Incog-
nito?”

“In the nhsence of your hrother,” she
answered, “T will risk it. My name Is
Loulse Mourel”

“Lioulse Maurel, the nctress?” he re-
peated wonderingly.

“I nm she,” Loulse confessed, "Wonld
your brother,” she ndded, with a little

“l Placed It There as a Woman's Pro-
test Against the Injustice of That
Isclation,”

grimace, “feel that he had given me a
night's lodging under false pretenses.”
John made no Immedinte reply. The
world bad turned topsyturyy with him.
Loulse Muaorel, and n great friend of
the prince of Seyre! He walked on
mechnnleally until she turned nnd
lonked nt him.

“Well "

“I am sorry,” he declared hluntly.
“Why?" she nsked, a lttle startled
at his candor,

“I am sorry, first of all, that you are
a frlend of the prince of Seyre”
“And again, why?"

“Neenuse of his reputation In these
parts.”"

"What doea that menn?' she asked.
“T am not o seandalmonger,” John
replied dryly. I speak only of whut I
know, HIs estntes nenr here are sys-
temutienlly neglected, ¥le [s the worst
landlord In the country, nnd the most
unscrupulous. His tennnts, both here
and In Westmoreland, have to work
themselves to death to provide him
with the means of living n digreputable
life."

“Are you not forgetting that the
prince of Seyre Is a friend of mine?”
she osked stiffly.

“I forget nothing” he answered.
“You see, up here we have not learned
the art of evading the truth.”

Bhe shrugged her shoulders.

“80 much for the prince of Seyre,
then, And now, why your dislike of
my profession?”

“That 18 another mntter," he con-
fossed. “You come from a world of
which I know nothing, All T ean say
is that I would rather think of you—
ns something different.”

She Inughed at his somber face and
patted his nrm lghtly,

“Blg man of the hills” she sald,
“when you come down from your fro-
zen helghts to look for the flowers, I
shall try to make you see things differ-
ently."

CHAPTER V.

Once more that long, winding strotch
of mountain road lay empty under the
moonlight. Up the long slope, where
three months before he hand ridden to
find himself confronted with the ad-
venture .of his life, John Btrangewey
Jogged homewnrd In his high dogenrt.
The mare, scenting her stahle, broke
into n quick trot an they topped the
long rise. Suddenly she felt a hand
tighten upon her reins, Bhe looked
inquiringly around, and then stood pa-
tiently awnlting her master's hidding,
It seemed to John ns If he had passed
from the partizl abstraction of the last
few hours Into nbaolute and entire for
getfuloess of tho present. He could
see tho motorear drawn up by the side
of the road, could hear the fretful
volce of the mald, and the soft, pleas-
ant words of greeting from the woman

dewtroy | who had seemed from the first as if

sho were very far removed Indead
from any of the small annoyances of
thelr accident.

“I have broken down, Can you help?"
He set his teeth, The polgnancy of
the recollection was a torture to him:
Word by word he lived again through
that brief Interview, - He saw her do-
scond from the car, feit the touch of
her hand on his arm, saw the fiash

of bar brown eyes as she drew closes to
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| the welcome which was awniting him.

He knew exncily the news he would
recelve. He rulsed his whip and
cracked it viciously In the alr,

Btephen was walting for him, an he
had expected, in the dining room, The
elder Rtrangewey was seated In his ac-
customed chair, smoking his pipe and
reading the paper. The table was laid
for a meal, which Jennings was pre-
paring to serve,

“Back again, John?" hiz brother re-
marked, looking at him fixedly over
his newspaper.

John plcked up one or two letters,
glanced them over, and flung them
down upon the tahle. He had esam-
ined every envelope for the Inst fow
months with the sname expectancy, and
thrown each one down with the same
throb of disappointment,

“As you mee."

“Had a good time?'

“Not very. Have they finished the
barley flelds, 8tephen?”

“All In at elght o'clock.”

There wns n brief sllence. Then
Stephen knocked the ashes from his
pipe and rose to his feet.

“John," he nsked, “why did you pull
up on the road there?”

There wns no Immedinte nnswer.
The slightest of frowns formed Itself
upon the younger mnn's fuce.

“How did you know that I pulled
upt"

“I was gltting with the window epen,
listening for yon. 1 come outshle to
gee what had happencd, and I saw your
lights standing still."

“I had a fancy to stop for n mo-
ment,” John said; “nothing more."”

John Strangewey (s able to
stand this kind of dissatisfac.
tion with life for Just so long.

Then he takes the bit in his teeth
and goes tearing away.

(TO BE CONTINUED,)

LAST OF THE CARIB INDIANS

Not More Than One Hundred of Race
Which Columbus Found in West
Indies Are Still Allve.

The Carlh Indian was the first repre-
sentative of Lo, the poor red wan, to
meet the tlde of Kuropean travel. He
was the one found by Columbus and
the luter Spanish explorers In the West
Indies, and hoe has glven the Caribhean
sen hls name, Thus he |8 pssured a
monument as long us geography shall
last, nnd he needs it, becnuse us.a lye
ing rnce he bhns pructicnlly dlsap-
penred,

+How muany thousands of Carlbs

dwelt In the West Indles In 1492 18
lurgely o matter of conjecture. They
quickly began_ to die out under the
hand of the conqueror, who worked
them ns sluves and shot them when
they made war. Today it 1s doubtful
whether there are 100 pure-blooded
Carlhs alive., 'ractleally all of themn
live on the Dritish isle of Dominlea, on
n reservation set apurt for them called
Balybia,

The reservation 18 very difficult of
neeess, for there 1s no sheltered har-
bor or landing place, ; The only method
of approach Is by one of the consting
stegmerss which  clrele the 1sland.
When the stiénmer gets opposite Su-
Iybla with onyone who wants to Innd
uhoard, she stops und whistles, 1If the
weather I8 good nnd the water smooth
enough, n canoe puts out and tukes the
passenger ashore, If the wenther is
too Yough the passenger must needs
content himself to go on around the
Island and try ngain on the next round,

—

A Model Man,

Adam, the first, was a man of lov.
nble disposition and u model husband,
80 I am Informed by the recorders of
enrly events, Never once In the reco-
lectlon of his blographers did he speak
111 of his heloved soulmate in the pres-
ence of human company, nnd according
to those who were able to know all
hig private affuirs he never kicked on
her cookling nor growled at her houses
work.

Whether she wore her gowns high
cut or low In the neck wans a matter
of little or nn concern to him so long
n8 she was respectably attired In the
fashion of the perlod. And when she
got fired from the Palin Garden for
nibbling apples without someone's con-
sent Adam did not snenk off to Reno,
as husbands do todany, to apply for a
divorce. No. He cast aslde his over
alls, threw up his job and went out
with the little lndy like n little man,
That's the kind of a sparerlb he was!
—Zim, in Cartoons Mnguzine,

The Essentiala of Gardening,

The essentlals for successful gar
dening on a small or large scale are
soll, water and cultivation. Much de
pends also on the grower, the wenson
and the crops selected,

The woll Is the storchiouse of plnnt.
food. The goarden, therefore, should
contaln humus or rotted material in
large quantities. The gardener should
remember that about 50 per cent of
ordinary carth Is not soll at all, but
consists of slr and water,

Water makes pinntfood that is pres
ent freely soluble, Rain nnd snow-

gardening, ws everyone who has con-
{ragted effect of raln with thai
produced by sprinkling with & hoss
realises. Plants are succulent and

Doan’s the remedy thay
in 20 warmly recommended everywhere
by grateful weers.

€5 g
Bim to bad wigri
er and in g,
WLY, my kidneys
were seflously pnf.
fected. They pet.
Tegulnrly,
ving 1k g Jof
of toubls gng |
often ba Atacky
) Mt bhacknohe
Yaan's Kidngy
Pllls cured me and T haven't had any
cause for complaint since,”

Get Dean's st Any Stere, 80: 2 Box

DOAN’S

A Shoe Boll, Capped
Hock or Bursitis

FOR

AB30RBIN

%ill reduce them and leave no blemishes,
Stops lamenews pmmm Does no. blis
fer or remove the y and horse c.d be
worked, $2abottledelivered. Book 6 M free,

ABSORBINE, JR., for maskind, tie aniivepey
Malment for Bolle, Brulses, Bores, Bwellingy. Varicore Velga.
Allsys Pain and Infemmation, Price §1 sod B2 4 bittle
dragglon or dellvered. WIL tall you wmore §f you Wi

W, F.YOUNG, P.D. ., 310 Tompisd. Soringfieiq, Mugy

4777, LIe

ANTISEPTIC POWDER
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u'l')xlwl"lwu'.- 5 what you know ofue
making o fool of yourself.

THIS 18 THE AGE OF YOUTH,

Yon will look ten years youoger if you
darken your ugly, grizzly, gray haira by
using “La Creole’ Hair Dressing —Ade

The husbnnd of a prominent womun
always remlnds one of the tall of a

B
{
E
Not Very Strong. ’
K
§
paper kite, ;

Help to Save |
Nation’s Food Supply

In this time of high cost of living, ew
m'bod{ should use all poxsible moeins

revent waste and to help save fool Ne |

ne means can be more effective than & §
!Igoruua campalgn to exterminats ratg
which destroy over twa hundred million
dollars worth of foodstufts annually. Kesp &
arbage In rat-proof cans, stop up thel

oles, and above all exterminnte tlien
with Btearns' Pasate, which cun be hought
for a few cents at uny store. A two oun
box will uwually rid a house or born
every rat. It destroys mice, cockroache
and waterbugs as well. Adv,

MUST NOT BOTHER EDISON

Visitors Not Permitted to Intrude of
Great Inventor When He |s Busy
at His Experiments.

Thomas A. Edigon’s favorite pue
sult 18 chemistry. Tven ns o hof
telegraphist getting Nis first sturt o
ward ' career, this Inclingtion was
manifest In his experiments with bat
teries and electrie deviees, and it still
remning his gregatest pleasure, observes
an exchange,

His new Inborntory Is splendidl
equipped. Every known sulistane?
ranging through all the kingdums of
matter  from lanthanum (o sharks
teeth und Including over 200,000 epecl:
mens, 18 kept on hand for immediate,
avallability. 1t is & collection of OVEC
80 years' standing, cncouruged from
time to time by prizes for new aiddl
tions offered by the Inventor to hl#
men,

His own lahoratory table s never
In any clreumstances, allowwl to be
touched, A notice posted on the door
way rends to the effect that Mr. Edl-
son I8 not to be disturbed In the course
of his experiments except for mattef
of the utmost importance, So fond I8
he of his beloved pastime that he de
clares his fden of henven 15 to he able
to continue It, nnd his injunctions ©
hig staff are: “When I die I wnnl"m!
table forwarded to me by wireless,

o nmme i
A Possible Reason.

“Bonnborough always looks on the
bright side of things."

nwh,ro

“Well, the other duy 1 went with
him to buy a pair of shoes. He dida’t
try them on at the store, and wheo N
got home he found that n null n:
sticking right up through the heel
one.” :

“DId he take them back?” "

“Not much, He sald that he SUFS
posed the nail was put there W;l:" -
tionally to keep the foot from sll
forward in the shoe." A

#-—-#_
What He Cared For. !

Willle—Pa, il be sorry when J%
got well, 3 _

—_— ny son

:"llll;w:!'l'm:n 1 won't get l"'

mote empty medicine bottles to pell.
L 9 |
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